After He Leaves 


Author: unnamedunknownunavailable 
Bands: Bon Jovi 
Characters: Jon Bon Jovi, Richie Sambora 


Relationships: N/A 


Rating: Non-adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Sun Jan Ob 2013 09:13:51 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


After He Leaves 


Author's Notes: 
A glimpse into Richie\'s mind, I\'m thinking. Who would | be to deny whether it\'s true or not? 


After he leaves, | lie in bed, feeling drowsy and my head spinning, memories from last night flooding my mind, 
palpable yet distant. The sun seeps through the springs of the curtains, beating down on my face and colouring 


ita bloody red. | squeeze my eyes tightly shut, | refuse to open them. 


His scent is still heavy, lingering in the sheets, and if | don't open my eyes | know | can pretend just for a bit 
longer that he's still here, that he's still lying beside me, breathing lightly with that peaceful look on his 
beautiful face. Rosy cheeks, dark lashes, dimples in his cheeks and chin. Thick blonde hair tangled and disheeled. 
Just a little longer. 


But eventually | need to wake up, get up and continue with the day. As | open my eyes, my gaze runs over the 
rumpled, twisted mass of sheets and covers where he's been lying. | don't know when he left, but it must have 


been right after | fell alseep. He's a quiet one, good at sneaking away. 


| sit up in bed, legs crossed, stretching my arms and yawning. Another day ruined, having to go on without him 
by my side, without his affectionate words in my ear, his hungry eyes locking onto mine. | frown, this isn't the 
time for being weak. I've chosen this. 


| locate his pillow on the floor, reaching down to pick it up, cradling it in my arms and looking it ov er. It's his 
favourite one, he always uses it when he's stopping by for a visit, and | run my fingers across the smooth 


fabric, my bottom lip beginning to tremb 


When will | see him again? | never know how long the wait will be until | can look into those deep, blue orbs 
again. Until | can press my lips against his soft, plump, full ones, taste the cavern of his mouth. | shiver, 
squeezing my eyes shut. 


Fuck. | hate him. | hate him so bad for doing this to me. Why won't he see how | need him? Why can't he stay 
a little longer? Why can't he be mine? All these questions, all this anger and frustration, seeping into my mind. 


Alondg with the ever present sorrow. 


Suddenly I'm crying, tears falling rapidly from my eyes, small whimpers escaping my lips. Fuck. Fuckfuckfuck. | 
bury my face in the pillow, hiding my face as | muffle the sobs wracking my frame. l'm so weak. | hate him 


for hurting me so badly. 
Why don't | just walk away? Why do | let him fuck me over and leave all this pain inside my chest? It's choking 
me, | can barely breathe. But | know the answer. | can't let him go, | have to be with him, have to have him, 


have to take him. He means the world to me, he's my everything. 


It hurts. But | love him. 


